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This roughly translated as “No 
Future to See” and is the sad 


testament to the initial fall from é. 
greatness into a backwater gift to | 


a 


Queen Victoria from The East India 
Tea Company’s original “Belt and 
Roads” Program to several 
attempts at a grand reset and 
finally; the hijacking of a 
foundering democracy by a small 

group of powerful generals (war | 

lords?) who attempted to drag the 2 
population back in time some 200 
hundred years by the force of arms. 


And today (2022) the country is in 
the second year of a brutal, “no 
prisoners taken” civil war that none 
of the Great Powers or even the 
whiniest PC Wookie (who says that 
they are still deeply and personally 
scarred by America’s Age of Slavery 
even though it ended like over 160 
years ago) can muster even one 
scolding TWIT to calling the 
general’s out... 

This is the forgotten proxy war 
where the CCP arms and funds the 
northern tribes to resist the 
generals while secret pallets of 
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arms and some chump change cash 
is left mysteriously down on the 
docks in the middle of the night by 
some shady (Air America reject) 
type of Foreign Devils who merely 
mention this as a 
“GIFT FROM A FRIEND...” 

At this point, upon the advise of 
WWWG’s Legal Beagle (Ms. 
Kimmie) and more than a few of 
my bar mates down at the Kit Kat 
Gentleman’s Bar & Grill; | will let 
this more interesting storyline (and 
my potential Pulitzer’s Prize) die a 
Slow literary death of omission. 
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This abandonment of this rather 
interesting journalist tale goes 
against my better judgement and 
my classical training in the art of 
journalism (as a proud graduate of 
the Columbia School of Journalism 
— The Home Study Course) as this is 
a storm begging to be broken but 
as Ms. Kimmie told me on our 
recent zoom call: 

‘Mister (proper pronoun) Emil! You 
are no longer that madcap, hobo 
adventurer (I liked her term) that 
somehow you STILL imagine 
yourself to be...” 
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Maybe...just maybe...she does have | 
a point and she went on to further F 
explain that | should be careful in 
challenging a group of powerful 
generals with me shouting out: 
“YOU AND WHO'S ARMY... 222" 
She calmly reminded me that they 
DO have an army and that | didn’t 
(as my army consisted of a group of 
hobbled old men who have NOT 
left their bar stool down at the 
KitKat for anything other 
than an occasional bathroom 
visit in most recent memory). 

To which, she has a good point! 
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Been a few days and | am still 
tattered, feeling extremely mauled 
and despondent over the legal 
beating that | suffered when | was 
told that | should be smart and shut 
my mouth over my concerned and 
more so, that | abandon all of my 
high talk about how we were born 
to be able to make an “ass” of 
ourselves in public...as “This right 
comes directly from God...” 
Maybe Ms. Kimee is right and | am 
not that “Adventurous Hobo” that 
| portray here in my book? 
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Maybe, a good case can be made 
that none of us are the same 
“FREEDOM” bound characters we | 
were before the Virus Plague rode , 
into Dodge with it’s own army of 
faceless clerks/accountants who 
declared that “We all know better 
than all your rubes!” as they 
chased the good sheriff Donald out 
of town and created the first of the | 
Killer Lockdowns that through their | 
brutal enforcement created this 
brave new age...a Dawn of the 
Great Social Order... 
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In the end, are we not like our 
Burmese or our Tibetan Brothers 
and Sisters (accurate as | have 
never personally meet a 
transgender Tibetan...as they 
believe that “sex” comes from God 
and that any deviation is the work 


of man and thus, the Devil...Like so 
SORRY!) in how we have been 
forced to take a knee to the ever 
changing mind of the New Order’s 
Saintly Quacksters like our dear 
friend Old Doc F (who kindly funds 
all of our GOF Research into the 
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new generation of Emil’s Zombie 
Samples...so, even here; | must trek 
softly and turn a deaf ear to his 
open campaign to reduce the 
human spirit to that of the Beagles 
who he still believes that we are 
using his funding to research) and 
the cadres of junior clerks who 
seem to enjoy their new found 
power to reduce large sectors of 
our nation into a cross between the 
Squid and Hunger Games. 
Again, they may be right? 
It is fair to say that | was not alone 
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in sitting on my hands when they 
first released the Virus Plague upon 
humanity from an outlaw lab 
situated in the very heart of the 
Great American Industrial 
Heartland (Wuhan, China) and fell 
victim to the chaos, the vast fear 
porn mantras shouted none stop 
from their “running dogs” *yellow 
journalists in the corporate press. 
(*Yellow is not a racist term but 
rather a actual 20" Century term 
for the lying dog, gonzo journalists | 
of that era that lead us to the 
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Spanish-American War and other 
lessor missteps in Geo-Global 
Adventurism in that timeline) 

My bottom line here is that you 
can’t come dump this burning bag 
of “Schiff” on my plate and expect 
me to humbly ignore that you used 
this as a diversion to lift my watch 

and wallet. “Watch???” 
| forget that many of you 
youngsters have never seen a 
watch first-hand but it was (even in 
those days) a highly valued symbol 

of power and wealth that also told | , 

your what time it was. 


YES! It was (in some ways) very 
much like your modern smart 
phone but prettier and what every | 
OG Gangster wore as a proud 
symbol of their economic mastery 
over the analog demon of time. 
BOY! Those were the glory days! 
All now gone in a lost age that you 
will never hear the true tales of in 
your socially approved textbooks of 
the New People’s (PRA) History. 
WAIT!!! Don’t hang up!!! 
Given we a page or two to utilize 
the great journalist skill that 
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| learned as a proud grad of the 
Great Columbia School of 
Journalism (The Home Study 
Course) to weave us back to the 
main storyline of this foto book of 
old photos from an equally lost age 
of the Greatness of Burma. 
| must be getting better as you can 
see that | didn’t need all of those 
pages to get this story back online 
and prancing about in the endless 
sea of poppy fields (forever) of our 
new age’s version of my old hunting 
ground out in Flander’s Fields. 
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Having experienced the carnage of | © 
war first-hand, knowing the scent 
of the thick, sweety smell as they 
burned yet another day’s loss of 
young soldiers who will never get 
the right to sit on this park bench 
and tell exaggerated, grand tales of 
their time(s) out in the Killing 
Fields; | am going to speak to the 
truth that none of our great leaders 
want me to speak as to how 
pointless was the sacrifice that 
those poor, young lads gave for a 
generation who can no longer 
recall their names little-a- lone the 


heroic deeds that they achieved in 
the daily cheating the horsemen of | 
the analog Demon of Time’s old 
drinking buddy (Death) for as long 
as they were able to wisely do. 
The most damning thing other than 
you can’t remember their actual 
names, place a face or that you 
thought to toss out the old shoe 
box of fotos that your great, grand 
dad left in the back closet before 
he snuck off to join his old buddies 
still stumbling about the poppy 
fields; is the fact that they all died 
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for nothing as their war was settled 
at a Peace Conference Table with 
the stroke of a fountain pen—not | 
the mighty roar of the cannon fire |~ , 
that took most of their young lives. 
As a student of history, you are lied 
to and bullied to believe that all 
wars are won on the battlefield and 
all of our fallen were part of some 
great generation but what you are | 
not told or taught was the very 
definition of what made them such | 
a great generation by the accepted | 
accounts of the war’s history. 


HHA HA EAH AA BD Ace AA BAH : 
2.3) EEA i 23 Ee . ss i-23 EE H EEA MA EVE GE 


What has been lifted from the 
pages of your book, discarded 
on the editor’s cutting table was 
the fact that they were great 
because they are dead and are not 
here to tell us the bitter truth(s) of 
when they actually discovered how 
badly their corrupt political caste 
had lied to them about how “God 
was on their side” or the one 
| loved from my classical, public 
school education was how the 
medieval leaders told the brave 
foot soldiers that 
“God Demands War!” 


——— 
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“God Demands War??” 

Yea! This was what we were told. 
Only after much thought and 
chance to comparing notes with 
the poor slobs from the opposite 
side; we all soon discovered 
(collectively) that our overlords had 
told us all much the same bull story 
and from that point on...we all 
knew that we could never again 
trust them as they had (all) lied and 
having survived the long march of 
death; it became clear that God 
didn’t take sides and was a neutral 
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bystander to the great, industrial 
slaughter that became better 
known as the “Great Wars” and 
| am sure it is much the same for all 
the lessor conflicts, street fights, 
drive-by-shootings and bar fights 
that have happened since then. 
Although, | would not put it beyond 
the Old Testament God to have had 
some side bets or hustles going on 
behind the scene or so | heard 
(directly) from that preacher from 
Tulsa that use to hustle (himself) 
the “Reserve Seating” Packages for | 
the upcoming Rapture. 


With so many of the young, whiny | 
little white college Wookies never | 
having been any closer to any of 
this other than a “A-Team” 
Marathon on the USA Network or 
(maybe) “Saving Private Ryan” 
reruns on the ABC Network; it is 
not their fault that they are 
uneducated in the ways of war. 
They had a birthright of privilege 
(not based upon whiteness but 
class/economic status) that allowed 
them to feel the pain of those who 
suffered while viewing from the 
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safety of their mom’s living room 
or their well-heated, dorm room 
on acold winter’s eve. 
“Feeling it is the same as living it!” 
Or at least that is what the TWIT 
Hive was typing in angry rants that 
questioned my right to get a day 
pass to visit proper society when 
| accidentally posted the before 
mentioned thesis on the TWIT. 
While their responses were vivid, 
packed with omened threats of 
fictional violence or boycotts 
illustrated and mingled with a 
colorful assortment of words that 


colorful assortment of words that 
(in all my years) | never acquired in 
all my Hobo Travels. a 
It was at that point that | foolishly | ; 
elected to share the words of 
wisdom that my Gunny had taught 
us before we entered the killing 
fields for the first time: 
“Your job is NOT to decide who is 
right or who might be wrong but, 
your mission is to deliver up as 
many of the enemy you can to 
God as you can and let him make 
up his own mind... 
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If you don’t do your duty, then 
you will have to address that 
with God on your own without 
my kind assistance...” 

As we moved out and went up over 
the top into the shadow of certain 
death; Gunny’s word made sense, 

they clearly echoed the clarity of 
purpose and it was that wisdom 
that carried the day and that 
brought each of us all the way back 
from death’s friendly encouraging 
smile as he waved us on to go 
deeper into No-Man’s Land. 
God was surely busy that day! 
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| have been told that | am an easy 
mark for anyone looking for a kind, 
empathic ear but to be truthful, the 
vast majority of my best stories 
originated in dusty, long-forgotten 
dive bars — where such stories flow 
as easily as the bad whiskey they 
serve up to their down-on-their- 
luck cliental with a forced smile and 
an occasional wink to all of us in 
the know...we all share the same 
sad joke. 
Burma is different as bars are few | 
and far in-between as they werea | 
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second-home refuge of all those ‘ 
long departed Brits (the original | ~ 
Foreign Devils) and the few of the 
tattered, formerly reserved and 
exclusive gentleman’s clubs have 
made way for dance clubs, raves 
and | believe | still are a few discos 
on my rounds about Rangoon. 
The older gents frequent an 
assortment of tea houses and cafes 
that line the back streets and alleys | 
as they feel an instant kinship to 
the bloke at the next table and 
can’t afford the outrageous prices 
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of the growing number of rouge re 
Starbuck franchises that seem to be | 
multiplying throughout the 
neighborhoods faster than sexed 
up bunnies jacked up on Spice. 
What did the Huns discover after 
they had sacking Roma? 


“WHEN IN ROMA...” 


Right? 
Like a Vegas type of thing, 
| guess? 
Although the Burmese are more 
reserved and | just can’t see them 
lined up at the Free Clinic 
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scratching-N-matching like all that é 
horde of free-spirited Huns. 


ANYWAY... 


This cultural specific norm was out 
of my boathouse and | was thrown 
when that old, ragged Hobo of a 
man (NO! NOT ME!!!) struck up a 
rambling conversation about how 
he felt lost in this modern world. 
Normally, as |am not a people 
person and my many years on the 
Hobo Tours have taught me to be 
weary of friendly strangers who 
greet you like a long lost school 
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chum; | would get up and walk 
a way with my hand firmly on my 
wallet (that is if | still had one). 
But, what the hell! 
| had the time, no money to give 
or lose and was in a vain grail quest 
for another story to add to this 
book; so, | looked over and nodded 
for him to continue on... 
What | love about the older 
generation (here) is that they have 
seen more history parade by them 
than most of us have seen in 
a lifetime and he was no exception 
to my observation(s). 
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As | always try to reach you that 
looks are fleeting and even some 
of the roughest-looking of a Hobo 

might have once been someone 

back in his days; this is the case 
here as this old man seemed rather 
well educated in a proper English 
Boarding School sort of way. 

At one point according to his 
recalled past life, he had been born 
into a family that many Burmese 
would immediate say: 
“What a lucky, old fart!” 
Given his present condition, you 
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could see that somewhere deep in 
his story we would find some 
disaster or folly that had robbed 
him of his status or stripped him of 
the privileges to which we would 
assume that he had been born into. 
Life and our journey through it is 
fraught with opportunities and 
choices to which determine if we 
take the box on the stage or go all 
out and take the wildcard chance to 
select what was waiting behind 
Door # 3. 
Like the old hobo sage oncetried ~ 


See 
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much in a vain effort to teach me: 
“Choose wisely as you might not 
never get a mulligan!” 
We were well into his story and 
| was amazed that even at this 
point in our conversation, he had 
not once (even) dropped a hint of 
needing a love-donation to some 
long forgotten social group (real 
or not) and even more impressive... 
there was not a single offer of a 
business opportunity or 
suggestion(s) on where | could 
make a killer financial investment 
or find loving friendship. 
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| am only going to share some of 
the highlight as this story (in full 
length mini-series adaption) is a 
great but sad tale of his fall from 
the great heights of society down 
to sitting in this open-air, tea café 
with only me to hear his life story. 


| understand that this is selfish and 
cruel but, | have to seize my own 
opportunities has they come as 
there might really be no mulligans 
along my passage on this timeline. 
| am thinking that his life is a 
Burmese “Great Gadsby” and on 
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my way back to my zero star lodge; | | 
all that | could think of was “Who 
would play my character in the 
mini-series or block-buster 
Disney Movie???” 
(Hey! Once you hear the full story, 
you will see my the Disney Wookies 
will want to fund this modern epic 
not to mention the cross cultural, 
gender neutered action figure toys 
to put out under their “equality” 
Winter Solstice Tree) 
How about Brad Pitt to play me or 
since some people who | have been 
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informed might need new glasses 
think that | am Russel Crowes long- 
lost twin (but less talented...always 
a back-handed complement... can 
never get any respect — and that’s 
from the crazed wolves that 
so badly raised me). 


It doesn’t matter how much of his 
story his actually true or not and 
| really didn’t care to know as my 
largest concern is to get back to my 
lodge and type of an exclusive 
usage agreement for the rights to 
his story and in setting up a 
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meeting with him tomorrow to 
sign away even his residual rights to 
any back door toy deal with the 
Asian (Chinese) branch of 


“TOYS R US.” 


Thinking back, | should have hand 
written out this agreement on the 
back of the Tea Café’s cocktail 
coasters...as tomorrow is as our 
patron saint Billy (the dead cat) use 
to proclaim from his wilderness, 
summer home abode: 
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a litter box away: 
It is a shame that most of us are 
fated with the gift of after-thought or 
worse yet is my God given 
ability for being a frantic 
“Monday Morning Quarterback.” 
Such seems to be my own undoing in 
this timeline’s passage and to make 
matters far worse; like here, 
| turn around and openly brag about 
how | often | have cheated good luck 
and wildly chuckled to the many 
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times that | kneecapped a golden 
opportunity right before it could be 
offered up, served to me as a “once 
in a lifetime” chance to forever bring 
a proper, positive change to my all 
my sad sack years of hobo existence. 
The reason that | ranted on and on 
over such a well established and 
know point of fact regarding my well 
documented shortcoming(s) was 
that the very next morning with 
legal form (directly from “Legal 
Scams.com”) and an old school 
fountain pen (Yea! They still sell 
them in every Burma FoodMart) 
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at ready to do the deed; the old 
man was nowhere to be found! 
Frantically, | paced up and down 
the broken remain of the once 
proper red bricks that the Brits had 
used to built the sidewalk here in 
Rangoon (for that matter...that 
they used to build everything) but 
the old man was nowhere to be 
found and | returned to the café. 
When | asked the wait staff there 
seems to be some sort of language 
barrier that wasn’t there yesterday 
when | complemented them on 


their high command of the English 
at . 5 
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Language. Now come today, no one | 
in the community seems to | 
understand any more English than 
to offer up: 
“| No Speakie Englisher!” 
What gives??? 

What is all this and further still the 
complete transformist change in 
the public’s mood from being a 
most friendly people to 
“Get out of my face! Go die 
you evil Foreign Devil!!!” 
What on earth is happening? 
They never taught me in how to 
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deal with an angry mob anywhere | ~ 
during my studies at the Columbia 
School of Journalism (the Home 
Study Course) and due to my lack 
of a proper skillset in how to 
journalistically approach this mob; 
| let my animal instincts override 
my common sense as | beat a hasty, 
a rather swift retreat from the café 
to regroup closer to where | (by 
chance) remembered to be a 
nearby police station and more 
properly in an effort to save my 
hide from a rather ugly trashing. 
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POST DATE: 
Several days later, | succeeded in 
letting my curiosity outweigh my 
better senses and lack of courage 
to venture back to the same café 
where | had been routed and 
driven from by an angry mob; 
much to my surprise...no one 
seemed to remember me or was 
it that (after a while) all of us 
Foreign Devils look the same? 
Just in case, | selected a table 
closest to the street and casually 
enquired about the old man. 
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The waiter was (at first) taken back 
by my return (so...he did remember 
me?) and after a brief repeat of 
“NO! Me NO Speakie...Englisher!” 
(after a short scan as to who might 
be watching or listening) he sat 
down at the table and explained 
(in very proper King’s English no 
less) that | needed to be careful as 
the street has many eyes and many 
are waiting to hear everything that 
you (a Foreign Devil) say — more 
importantly, to whom you speak to. 
The conversation was short but, 
everyone (the other day) was very 
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upset as the community loved the 
old man and directly blamed me for | 
the police showing up and taking 
him off to feed the river crocodiles 
(This is what they often say when 
someone has displeasured the 
government and they simply make 
them to disappear — usually never 
to be seen again). 
Many thought that | was a spy sent 
to set the old man up while others 
were upset that | had ignored the 
many warnings to not engage with 


locals as it was not health for them. 
i 
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There was a sense of kindness that | 

mixed heavily with a sense of a 

deeply rooted fear that he might be | 
the next to take the one-way trip 
out to feed them gators. 

He paused (took a look around) 
before extended his hand and ina 
hushed tone; he asked me to leave 
and NEVER return... “Please, Sir?” 

| must admit that | was rattled by 
my vision of what laid here in plain 
sight but that was never spoken of 
(not in any type of public setting). 
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Campers...after this...which was in | 
some ways, life-changing...| made it 
a point never to get deep into a 
conversation with a local as the last 
thing | need on my “Day of 
Judgement” Spreadsheet was an 
active count of “How many was | 
responsible for having a late night 
diner with the hunger gators.” 
| carry enough bad baggage on my 
record as it is without having to 
answer to that too! 

From this point | know that anyone 
walking up to me is either an 
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undercover secret police, a 
scamming crook or a foolish old 
man destine for a unfortunate 
meeting with them hungry gators. 
Some much for the Tourist 
Authority’s brightly, multi-colored 
posters proclaiming this to be the 
“Land of Friendly People.” 


Want to buy a real Rolex? 
Need a girlfriend? 
CDs...DVDs...CHEAP...CHEAP! 
Send Lawyers, guns and money! 
Forgive my friend! 

He use to be with the CIA! 
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The one thing that | loved of my 
days in Burma was the blending 
mix of old analog and new 
spangled, modern tech that co- 
exist here in the heart of the ruins 
that the Brits abandon in the 
middle of a moonlit night as they 
realized that the rent was coming 
due and they only had enough 
chump change to keep the lights on 
(for awhile). 
The 20" Century and the wars had 
bankrupted the mighty lords of an 
empire which had claimed to have 
never seen a blood-red sunset. 
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A good case in point is the old- 
timey, rotary dial phone here in 
my room and the wonderous (. 
memories that cascade and prance 
in my mind every time | hear it ring. 
Try to truthfully say that about your | 
smart phone’s digital muffled ring 
and vibrating option (Pervert!)... 
It is not the same...once you hear 
that amazing tone you will never 
look at your smart phone... 
Not ever the same! 
Here in Rangoon, it is like living in 
a dusty and somewhat moldy 
museum showcase with the 
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interactive option on full as old and | 
new seemtocommingle inthe _ 
same space like in Old Doc Brown’s 
explanation of quantum physics 
and the creation of the multiverse. 
Keeping with that solid imagery, 
Rangoon might well be a cultural 
stargate into the multiverse much 
in the way that even the North 
Koreans believe in the ancient 
Taoist Science of the “Chukjibeop.’ 
Longley Chukjibeop had been one 
of the most secretly held of the 
Mystery School’s many archives 
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from the lost age when the gods 
lived here on earth and interacted 
with mere mortal men (proper 
pronoun in that age)...before they 
got lost in the greed of their 
science and accepted the proposal 
of humankind to call them GOD. 
Just to prove my own God-like 
ability to “piss off” (upset) the 
Wookie World of the Great New 
Social PC Order; | am gonna put 
into print that | do see a lot of this 
in how the Brit Colonials thought of 
themselves and much like the lost 


civilization’s few refuges that 
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started off with a pure heart to 
rebuild civilization after it’s mighty 
fall...only to find themselves too | 
lost in the repeating cycle of 
destruction once they declared 
themselves to be God or (at least) 
the dutifully assigned agent of that 
Old Testament God (as did the 
Colonials from the East Indian Tea 
Company’s Corporate Office... 
AKA...them stiff-upper-lipped Brits) 
who sought the subrogation of or 
even the death of all those who 


disbelieved. ? 
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In both cases, it didn’t end well and 
all we have here in Rangoon are 
red brick ruins and a broken time 
or stargate portal that no one 
remembers how to engage or if 
they do...they are rather quiet 
about the whole mater with the 
singular acceptation of North 
Korea’s Great Leader (The Golly 
Little Fat Man Kim) who has spent 
a generation of his nation’s wealth 
to recreate the massive technology 
(and electricity...1.2 gigawatts to be 
exact) needed to start up the star 


gate’s quantum ability to fold space | 
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(and time?) and allows instant 
transportation across the universe 
that would make even Captain Kirk 

and his engineer, Scotty envious. 
As always, | soeak out of my turn 
and like totally will be labeled as 

a batshit-crazy kook by even a 

cadre of my most loyal readers. 
To preempt this unjustified slander 
on my good Hobo Reptation let me 
just remind you as to what our old 
friend Larry Nichols use to teach us 

in his “Politics is a Contact Sport” 
Bootcamp 101: 


ae - 


ar 


| ap a 


ve A _ AANARGAATAK©O MAMYINR PAR 
. $ PR “When them govt boys (proper 
pronoun) elect to hide their 
greatest secrets; they hide them in 
plain sight (right next to those 
damn car keys you can never find!) 
and/or they release it all to some 
fringe group that have been 
labeled as “Batshit Crazy” (like 
me?) and when they do go 
public...they are immediately 
dismissed and wickedly mocked...” | 
And | will merely add that the more | 
that anything is denied or mocked | 
by our new, high tech overlords; 
the more likely it will be proven 


(much py ie ARS Beenie tues “ike 
that Mr. Lee Harvey Oswald was a 
lone wolf gunman and not a triple 
agent for the CIA (Jim Marrs said 

that he had discovered three 
Oswalds) or that there were 
weapons of mass destruction 

in Iraq...now in the Iraq Museum of 
Antiquities that might be another 

matter with the remains of 
“Looking Glass” Technology left 
behind by the original colonials 

(the Anunaki) and that was recently 

rediscovered in a German | 
Archeological dig in an ancient 
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Sumerian Library (warehouse) ruin 
in 2000 and which was being 
warehoused in the basement of the 
lragi Museum in 2002... last seen 
the day before the museum was 
quietly looted in the middle of a 
power grid blackout by what was 
reported in the WP as “a group of 
unknown players (right?) in US 
Army uniforms and transport.” 
Get my point??? ? 

Don’t take my word for it but piece 
together the story while you still 
can with an emphasis on the 
reactivation of the giant Hadron 
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Collider and the counter work of Dr. 
Wu’s “Raindrop” Project to serve as 
a buffer to counter balance it. 
Remember...what our political guru 
Larry taught us about how it would 
be the batshit crazies like the Little 
Joy Fat Man and Emil who would 
be peeve to this critical, radical 
scientific advancement(s) first. 
See, that was my whole point... 
Hunker down and pray that the 
secret cadre of “White” Hats (not 
racist term as this is what they call 
themselves... Thank you, Wookies 

for playing!) around him succeed. 
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Totally, like WOW! Go Figure! 
Started this conversation with the 
wonder(s) of having a room with 
an ancient rotary dial phone (much 
older than the touch-type feature 
on your mom’s family phone when 
she was but a young lady) and 
ended it with all that stuff that 
| was warned NOT to discuss unless 
| too had an urge for going out on 
a long drive down by the river to 
have dinner (be dinner) with some 
hungry gators...Anyway the phone 
rang...and the voice on the phone 


said “Get out while you can!” 
tl > OF " 


. | ) On) . bo. Me 
Of course, the acoustics of the 
phone’s tinny little soeaker made it 
next to impossible to make out who 
it was that was calling me to quote 
a long-forgotten lyric from the Al 
Stewart Song “Running Man” and 
even more so; why would they be 
catfishing me with a song based 
upon an ex-Nazi War Criminal 
running from justice of the War 
Crimes Trial(s) in Munich? 
“Without a doubt” | thought that 
this must be some really sick 
WOOKIE “Sonny-of-a-Bitchie!” 
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(See how cleverly | used this as the 
other phrase would have been 
banned here in Singapore because 
of our very strict publishing moral 
laws) or maybe, it was an equally 
foul Wookie troll skip tracer that 
was taunting me with a collection 
for some (long ago) dismissed 
(a rather unfair, rouge) corporate 
collection blood feud or grudge? 
| did what | normal do and | hung 
up the receiver (that was the thing 
that you used to talk/listen with on 
that machine for all of you who are | 
too young to know old tech speak). 
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The phone rang yet again... 
“these ugly buggers were not 
gonna give up easy, were they? ?” 
Without a second thought as this 
was just norm to my daily course of 
common practice(s); | prepared to 
repeat my first response of hanging 
up the phone again and maybe, 
unplugging it altogether when a 
clearer voice (that | know to be 
Miss Kimie’s from WWWG) was 
screaming for me to not hang up as 
this was a trunk call that was being 
billed by the minute thanks to how | 

the Burmese Edition of Ma Bell 


"“AANARGAATAK®S MAMYINR PAR" 
didn’t play well with her smart 
phone and she was calling from 

a pay phone from the nearby 
Orchard Subway Station. 
My first question was: 
“There are still pay phones 
in Singapore?” 

What she grumbled back to me is 
surely covered under Singapore 
Law and | will not note it here — as 
| already have too many demerits 
with their PC Language Police. 
Anyway, she was calling to tell me | 

that the whole world was shutting 

down and unless | wanted to live in 


Rangoon like forever; | need to get 
to the airport and she would have 
a ticket waiting at the counter of 
whatever was the lowest fare 
airline still flying out of Burma. 
“| will call back...turn on your 
‘1\@#S#@’ cell phone or try 
hitchhiking back to Singapore 
As my page limit is fast 
approaching, | will NOT labor the 
issue and just say the there was 
NO flight still going to Singapore 
(no seats left unattended) 
as the country announce it would 
shut their borders in the next AM. 
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Laos and Cambodia along with 
Vietnam were in the process of 
doing the same by closing their 
borders seemingly at the same 
time that | was talking with 
Ms. Kimie. 

Then, | boldly interrupted her 
continued bad news and said: 
“How about Thailand or Australia?” 
| had thrown them into the mix 
with the dream of getting a real 
vacation somewhere nice to set out 
the worldwide madness of the fear 
porn drama that had taken control 


over normal common sense. 
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Ms. Kimmie told me that Thailand 
had already closed down and even 
Austrians were having a hard time 
getting back home...so the chances 
of them letting a Hobo Adventurer 
with several pages of active 
INTERPOL Restraining Orders 
from coming in was...how did she 
put it? Well she did ask me: 
“What kind of drugs are 
You currently using, Emil?” 
This is how | ended up in Penang! 
My bucket list (at the top) is to go 
back to that café in Rangoon and 
see if that old man ever reappeared | 
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as this singular blunder of a terrible 
event still hangs heavy on my soul 
and continues to bother me greatly 
on these long nights alone in my 
prison-like, virus plague lodge room 
without a real window listening to 
these damn giant lizard greekos 
screaming their continued mantra 
of “FUCK YOU!” 

Most people try to convince me 
that they aren’t using the “F” 
phrase but Campers, | know what 
| hear! Sometimes wonder if the 
old man sent them to torment me? 
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as just telexed to us 
rom the new People’s 
of Amerika’s Ministry 
and we are required 
to duly warned all our 
vip that the mere fact 
iding this book just 
banned by none other 
at book banner (Aka 
nia Bill) would result 
mediate drop of your 
edit score and maybe, 
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